ARIZONA KICKLETS

The Editor of the Kicker Is Retrospective.

“Retrospeotive—The first night we
entered this town we slept under a
wagon on Apache” avenue. We felt
tough, we looked tough, and we had
just 156 cents cash caplial. We'd walk-
ed twenty-eight miles that day to get

came from, and some folks have been
very much afrald of him.

A bowle-knife and claims

h
two-handed. "

to

fown a few weeks ago we asked this

somewhers, and after getting there
ihe prospects didn't seem to improve. | oKy, Tiger, or whatever he cally
We were sustained, however, by a de- . prison he run from®

d .
| He's been promising the boys to slice
termination to come_out on . top of | Jy o0 ticne ear. have it frled in Bil1

He pickea
his teeth with a Krizely's claw, carries

In writing up the “Biuffers” of this

BOWSER AND A CARPET

He Did His Best, But Suffered Defeat.

IT IS “FOOTOLOGY”’

TheCobbler Can Size You Up by Your Feet.

“How long have I bheen a shoe-| ways leaning = little forward,
maker?' repeated the old man as he| that k“?l h?a weight on the ball
dropped a plece of sole leather into| his foot.”

*“They finally brought up that bed-
stead this afternoon,” =ald Mrs. Bow-
ser after dinner the other evening.

“Did, eh? Just & week since you
picked it out, fsan't 1t?

“Only four days"

rip! rip! rip! as he pulled up hm,
work. It was a quarter of an hour he-
fore she dared enter again, and then
it was in response to a yell whicn
made the cook drop seven plates and
the dog ::wl mournfulty. -
“W—what Is It™ she gas an sl

rushed in to find Mr, Bowueeﬁtandl:;

the crowd If we lost both legs in the T 3 "
| k aylor's restaurant, and then publie- *Curfous how everybody takes ad- e | 3 ;
hu::]lc. Tttaut determination carried | It, feed It to Steve Aker's Irginia | vantage of (ou. They wouldn't have Uﬂ,,“l’v{"h“'f-ﬂ‘l;::l:l?& the wall.
us through. oxhound. We haven't bLeen greatly|dared to fool with me that way.” “Why, you whooped like an Indian
- e VebF B ¢t the | WOrried, and we didn't skip a cog| ,That—that carpet lsn't down yet.” | your face 18 au re as nre and some-
- :m e :-e rat  1ssue of the|ywhen we saw the tiger rollin ulong' “There's ¢ gother specimen of your|ihing's happened!" -
icker” we oo‘ our motto, “Ex dono | ioward us. He came to a halt ﬁ, front  ®tyle of run.{ng things. The Infernal “Mrs. Bowser, I'm not in the habit
fuma simper vivat" which used 10|,f us and tried to look awfully wick- falsiflers ag. to be here two 2
mean In our ne!xhborhaod_ in New |.d_real old Rocky Mountain wicked, months ago!”
England, “Tell the truth without fear| ity the gore thrown in a= a chromo. “Oh, no, dea’y They said some time
ar avor, even ‘;f ygnwne\:’er xetlankott- We didn‘t shiver this week.” /
ce or own a dog e have stuck 10| Then he smiled—a fa fle of t “And the’/ fool around till next
that motto, and while it has made us|srin Kit Carson used “,“"“ e as :: fall, Mrs. Bowser don't want to

put on

it hns also made us a|counted up his dead Injuns and whist-

some enemles

host of friends and a power in the |lgd, for the buxzards to Degin work.
land. In pursuance of our policy we We didn't unwind or lose any but-
now wish to say a word about “The tons.

tGireat Arizona Home Provider Com-
pany” which Is adwvertising extensive-
iy In the East. It's latest scheme s
to advertise city los in *"Blue HIN
City™ at $20 each. The “city" is repre-
sented as a hustling Young towWh—
three rallroads, two hanks, one the-|
ster, three thousand people and bound |
te _be the Chicago of the West, We
rode out to the site the other day.
When we returncd the company offer-
rd us $25 to keep still. We denounce
it as a fraud from top to bottom and
warn the people agalnst investing.

Then he sent his deep-nase roar
down to his feet and brought it up
aguin to tell us that our eur was his,
He reached for it, but he never got
there, We rose up and knocked Smoky
off his pins at one punch, and then
we walked on him and sat down on
him and hammered him from head to
heel, untll he roared like a bull and
whined llke a coyote. We have hin
two revolvers and bowle-knife on our
tahle ns we writee. We are walting
for him to prove property and take
them away.

g it would be appropriate to
n this connection that there

A polnter for the boys—There are
three or four tough men in this town
—'way back toughs, with cartlonds or

“Perha
observe

=and In their systems— wiill be a little hee or gathering or
;our hundresd \\"rm!d-':e b:’::u:{::“ “!l":_rorn'ention‘ or some such thing on
Fawnes Square Saturday evenlng.

are not 4 bit tough and never can be.
It isn't in them and they aren't in
It. They go around spitting over thelr
shoulders and blufing the Chinamen

Most of our prominent citizens will
be thers. Several of them wlill be sup-
plied with ropes. There will be vari-

and half-breeds, but they take good|0US committees appainted to walt on
are not to ran up ngnlim! the Ermn various disagreeable individuals in
whose father owned the spring wh:rhllm’ town and ask them how long
was the fountain head of Fighting 'h.’y intend to remain. If longer than
i‘reek. In a fatherly war we want te| ‘M2 hours the committes will bring
sy to thess boys: “Don'l. It's n waste | (D&M 10 the bee and th:{‘ will be ar-
f thme and raw material. The goods gusd with, The Bengal ‘Euﬂer Is on
wre cotton-mixed, and the dye won't|he 1ist 1o receive callers.
stand. Come off the perch and drop! e
vour clalms and let pe\'er:rhndv sufn A stranger from Utah named Me-
vou up for what you really are—a RODEri® was told by some of the boys
iot of old deadbents who ought io he“h" other day that wa wera putting on
iriven to the =and-hilla."” Ia heap of mtyle over heilng elected
s | mavor for the fourth time, and he
“In this connection we wish to! /o8ded up his gun and called at the
briefly refer to the little affair nr"\‘I"““";. :;:k'l ye do“‘l? 2 -n":h"r‘tw"'
Tumdar. which 63 . 2 Mr. McRoberts now lles in & town
qnoa hich our contemporary ¥ fospital. and his list of casualties fn-
| tludes cuts, bumps, sprains, brulses,
swellings and a broken kneecap. We
carry no chip on our shoulder, but

our wheels are always greassd Tfor
business,

esterday we were told

| Day before
! that Maj. Cahoon was laying his
'wirea to get us removed Tom the

postmastership and secure our place,
We were writing an article on the an-
| nexation of Mexico at tne time, but
we laid down our pen and began look-
ing for the major. After an hour's
search we found him and the first
thing he did was
gun. He was flve seconds slow, how-
ever, and as we backed him up against
the wall, he took water in the most
graceful manner. He not only denled
that he was scheming against us, but
declared that he would camp on the
trail of any one who had the audacity
ito oppose us, The major is a slick,
sleek llar, but we lay nothing up
againgt him, We are ax =olid In the
| postoffice as any mountaln on its bame,
and we can't rooted out by any-
thing less than a revolution.
| _ =

We take pleasure in recommending
Mr. David Jones to the favorable con-
sideration of the public of this section
|af Arizona., and llkewise expresn the
hope that he mry meet with nothing
but good luck. Mr. Jones is a highway
robher. He halted us at Red Creak last
Bunday as we were riding out to Big
| Ranche, and had robhed us of every-
" | thing when he learned that we some-
| times indulged in the game of poker.
| He kindly lent us a dollar of our own

"HME Youela WATER IN THE MeLT
CAACE R . MANNEAY

o doubl misstate In his usual fash-! money as a stake, and half an hour
ion. We were sitting on the steps or! later we had won evervthing back and
the postofiice, wa'ting for the piace to | one of his guns to loot. He accepted
open at the usual hour, when an in-| the result without a kick and parted
Mvidual known around town as “Holy- | from u= in the monst friendly manner,
smoke-Nengal-Tiger Steve Johnmom~| We can assure all who fall Into his

came along. No one knows where he, hands of gentlemanly treatment

r

to reach for hint

find fault with you, but I do wish
ou knew more about business. You
et everybody walk over you as If
you were a worm of the earth”™

“But can I bring the men up here?™
she protested.

“How ls it everything I order gets
here on the minute? Because re
Bowser, 1 do business In a business
{way. If I should let you have full
{swing here where do you suppose we'd
| land at the end of six months? How-
ever, I will show those carpet men
they can't fool with Samuel Bowser,
no matter what excuses they palm off
on his wife. T'll slip up and put that
carpat down in seven minutes.™

“But you don't mean {t!” she gasp-

ed.

“Certainly T do. I don't care about
saving a dollar or two, but I propose
10 assert my Independence. here's
the hammer™*

“lI wish you wouldn't A carpet has
got to be nicely put down.”

"E:nctlf'. I have seen ons or two
ca tsm In my Ilife Where's

know

tacks?"

“But I ow it will end.,” she
persinted. Y 11 get tired out, get
mad, and them —"

“And then what?

“Hut, remember, it is against my
wishes. If anything happens don't
blame me.”

“When did 1T ever blame ;ruu? When
did anything ever h?lien?‘

She gave it up, an e removefl his
coat, vast, necktle and collar and dis-
appeared upstalrs. The carpet lay in a

heng on the floor and he unrolled I,
pushed up his slesves and was about
to begin work when waor

Mra.
opened the door and observed:
. "I don't see how you are to get it
idown without a stretcher.”

“Perhapa mot. There are a great
meany things in the world for you and
every other wife to learn, Mra. Bow-
ser.”

She reatired and two mmutes latar
heard the sound of the taok-hammer,
‘8he stood It for five or six minutes
and then went up and looked in on
him again. He had got the carpes
tacrked along one side, but she called

out:
“Why—you are tacking the carpet

on the bare floor? There's the lining

on the window sill. You'd have made

a nice job of it, wouldn't you!™

He couldn't crawl out of it and he

|
J

CASEY, THE COP

Talks with ‘“One of the Finest.’’

Casev, the ®ap, has a finse growth of
red hair,

He s bowlegged from bracing his feot
igainst a lamp-post

He is lop-shouldered from swinging a
club to and fro.

He is squint-ayed from lovking for the
rourddsman.

He & slow of spaech, because he s
thinking whether it would be best to lie,
& usunl, or tell the truth for once in
the last year.

Casey has been reported for dereliction
of duty about X0 times,

He has been reprimanded
number of Limes.

One pay-day ten years ago be hagd sev-
snteen cents coming to him, but refused
to take It, on the ground that he had
bean asleep on two oceasions that month
when the roundsman had falled to dis-
sover and report him,

He¢ handed the money bpack llks a con-
sclentious man, and then went out and
grafted a bullder for §5.

1 wot to wondering the other day how
such a man as Casey ever got to be one
of the finest, and I hunted him up on
his beat to ask him to explain.

He was just emerging from the side-
door of a saloon, and no baby ever
looked more Innocent as he sald:

*“1 thought 1 was in for a turn of chol-
ern morbus.”

“And so you took a drink®™

“Of water, mir—ycy, sir.”

“Casey,” | sald, us we walked along
together, "have you any excuse for belng
on jh:.ﬂf&rm‘.‘" ey it

- ng one, sir~just a ng one,
and when I have stated it T am I\ll‘! that
}::I‘ “umlmte ldhlt !r;'u not to bl

a nute, sir. ere comes a sug-
picious-looking person. ] want hins to
sec that I am on the kee-vee and ready
ip block any little me he starts.”

‘You must be able to spot a crimingl
a block off,” I said.

the same

A
i Bt T gt

debts
o R e o e g
was off duty says :

miesioner sat at his desk, back to me,
somoething happened..”

“His =ecretary rose up and kicked you,
did_ he®”

“Ricked me! Kicked Casey the Cop!"
he shouted. “If he or any man had of
done that I should have dabbled my
hands in his gore. sir—1 should have
dabhbled and dabbled and dabbled."

“Well. something happened What
was 117
“My fine Ttallan ear detected the tlck-
ing of a clock.”

“That was a tremendous thing, Ca-
sey!”

“it was, sir. T looked at the walls.
No vlock. 1 looked at the ceillng. No

clock:
then you looked Into the waste

“And
basket ™"

“I dil not. 1 looked under the com-
missioner’s chalr.”

“And then, Casey—and than?'

“And then, sir, every red hair on my
red head stood up, and my heart ped
clear to my chin. For a moment my
head swam ag if T had been sleeping on
post and woke up to find the roundsman
gnp‘}p through my ots."
“You saw a_ bottle of—of ginger ale.”
“Did4 1, eir? Does a bottle of ginger ale

I

“ETeMD Mg oM VR LEG
RQCAMIMIYT vHE wibd 2

contented himselt with rising up and
pointing sternl"! toward the door. Bhe

the |

carpets and T never saw one
life, why, you'd better finish t

dian over me!”
“Hadn't vou belter
to finish it
“Not by a Jugful
if it kills me stone dead!™

the carpet and and
seemed as If the
or more.

“Darn ye!

ripped It up,

I'ltl wallop ye to

/| cavgya

UFELL wiTh AKERwWHEY

of whooping!" he saternly repliea,
“and nothing has happensd. When I
want your valuable services I'll cah
to you. The exclamation you heard
robably came from some ovne in a
lloon passing over the house'™

He hammered away for about ten

minutes when she looked Iu on him
again. He had threo aidea of the car-
pet down and was tackin e fourth.

t
Just as she reached the %end of the
stairs he rolled backward out of the
bedroom door with a suppressed yell

and a qulet crash.
“What on earth are you trying to
do, Mr. Bowser?' she asked. "rﬁ'mn

up ;o{a agsln:" he shouted In reply.
SR t——

“Didn't 1 tell {ou to go down staira
and stay there! 8 1t take 40,000,000
people to ,pul down one confounded
old carpet?”

“But can't T help™
m;'No. you can't elp! T'll put the

n
the house down! No wonder the car-
fut men dasn't come up here and lay
T They cut it a foot too short on this
side and a foot too long on the other.

l.emmeo eate ‘em round the house
and I'll i
“Oh, dear!™

“What's the matter now?"
“It's got to be tdrned around. You
are trying to fit it the wrong way.”

“No, I aln"t”
“Why, of coursa you are. It's ex-
actly a fit the other way. I told you

not to do it. I knew you'd

“Mrs. Bowser,” he began as h
crossed his hands behind his back an
gazed at her with a benlgn expression,
“do I run the house or do you?'

“Well, T suppose you de.”

“Very woll. When man was created
the idea was that hes should run the
house. That's how he eame to know
s0 much more than woman. If I am
not competent, however—if you have

down alone or pull the side of|bla

to pay for this,” she heard him growl
a8 she listened at the door.

He whirled the carper around the
right way, upset his paucer of- tacks
Aand hunched the llning all up In &
hen{:. and as he moved about he sud-
denly uttered another whoop and hob-
bled about on one leg. She knew this
was the last straw and she fled, On
the way down stalrs she heard the
window go up and the next moment
something scraped along side of the
house and fell with a “kerwhop” on
the iron fence. It wasn't Mr. Bowser.

e came down stalrs with his eves
:u bi :“ ogtonl and h!lhhu as rea
# paint, and as soon as he
hllphreath he shouted: conld gt

“You're old carpet is down Mrs,
Bowser—down out of the window!"
th"ll)ldu't I tell you before you began

& - !

"No! You wanted It down'™ -
“Didn't I say you'd get mad and

-—

m
“Never! Mrs. Bowser thls Is the last
time I ever 1lift my hand to do any-
thing around this house! T've rubbed
more'n & yard of hide off my knees,
skinned both elbows anda driven thir-
teen thousand tacks into my fest, be-
sldes getting a  crick In my back
ﬁ‘rhllr:.h will lay me up the rest of my
e

“But T told
ginning that
“That you wanted the carpet down'
It is down! T am down! That ends it'
I'll_nall the old room up with side-
walk splkes, and If you even ask me
in the future to sharpen a lead pen-
cll T won't be responsible for my ac-
tionn. Mrs. Bowser, good nlght!
And as he limped upstalrs and threw
himeelf on the bed with a jar which
shook the house and stopped the
kitchen clock she heard him groan:
“And this comes from having a wife
who doesn't kno!}'. anything about

you in the very be-

put down fifteen or twenty milllon

managing a house!

went out but listened and heard the
infernalest infernal machine of the whole
breed!™”

“And it had dropped from the commis-
sloner's coattail pocket as he mat thero?"

“*Not on your life, sir! As he sat Lhere
planning s raid in the Tenderloln over
the captain’'s head to hurt his feellngs
and reduce his Income, an anarchist had
softly sneaked In and left the machine
under his chalr.™
"l'ﬂut. it was set to go off six months
ater?’
dl;luhad just ten seconds to do what 1

""And that was to get a mile away?"

I seized it, sir. and threw It out of
the window, air, and it blew the frag-
ments of seven men across the street.
Next moment—""

“Well, what about next moment?" was
asked ns Casey hesltated.

“The commissioner had me by the
throat and a revolver to my ear, and the
room was flling with excited men. I
was t(aken for the anarchist, you see
They gave me a rough time of it until I
got a chance to explain. When lhoz.lt
lagt learned the truth you ought to have
been there to hear what they sald!™

“Calleq you a hero?™

“Forty times over, sir, and thes ocom-
missioner's eyes filled with tears as he
gave me his hand and P
**Casey. whatever you ask for shall
be Eranted!

** ‘1 want my dollar watch back.’

*““It shall be one with diamonds all
over the back!

*“‘I want that guy punished.’
"!:Ha shall be bounced this very min-
3

den rush,
flanks and menace and worry

heard

(‘GA

ME’,

It is high noon of a summer's day.
Plains stretch out _so wide and ong
that the eye of an eagle could not fix
their limits. . There are ten black
specs in a line. They have been in

ght for nearly an hour, growing
larger and larger as the minutes pass-
ed. At first one could not make out
that they moved at all. ‘They might
have been ten t rocks which na-
ture hiid curiously placed In line. Then
one might have wondered If they were
not ten great vultures saillng low
in the air as they hunted for carcass
of horse or corpse of rider. Are they
buffaloes? Are they wild horses?

Indians! We can make them out now
—nine mounted Indlans hanging to the
trail of a mounted white man as the
great grey wolf of Colorado and Mon-
tana hangs to the trail of a deer
which has been started from its bed
in_the grass to run for its life.
gan ot dayieht mony then ity mi)

at daylig more miles
when band of thir

away ons one ped ow

until only the ui:: were ha."l"‘hlar
"ol Rl te bans Gass his

n‘- and

desperat He has

have not
him to lon.
thud! thud! of thelr on”

the

drive

hoofs behind
'm.n as
torture;
heart and

him; he has felt his flesh
he_ thought nd

horse breathe as an ox does after re-
ceiving a hlow from the butcher's ax.
You can see his nostrils blowing out
foam, mingled with blood. The rider
is actually holding him up as he
neses over the last few rods to gain
he crest and sink down In a h as
if a bullet had enterad his heart,

And now the flends who have fol-

in m;
his jo
and ask the court to appoint a guar-
walt til morning
I'll put It down

He banged the door after her as she
went out and then he grabbed hold of

it
ouse lifted a foot

the pall of water near hls bench that *Then you can tell gharacter by the
it might limber up a bit—*“how long?" | shape of the shoe or foot, ean you?™
Why I am not a shoemaker at all, and was asked.
never have been. I never made a palr| “Nine times out of ten. Finger prints
of boots or shoes in my life”™ (are simply finger prints. They reveal
ut what are you doing now?" was nothing whatever of the owner's char-
ask | actér. They say that a man can be
“I am ecobbling, sir, as you- would| read by the bumps on his head, but
know if you were an observing man.|don't you beolieve It. Btudy the fee
1 have alwaym been a cobbler, and|sir—study tha feet.
shall be to the end. A shoemaker The old man opened a drawer and
makes fool gear; s cobbler repalrs|revealsd two score of old shoes, and

only. A jewelor who does not know |sald as he held one up:
the names of half the wheels of a "Hers Is ¢t shoa of a minister.
watch hangs out a slgn of ‘watch- What do you find pecullar abhout it7=

“The back of the gul Is worn dow
instead of elther side, was answere
after a brief Inspection. .

“Correct, sir, and a2 minister is the
,onl|y man whose shoes nave that pe-
'eut arity He never stands quite atill
He teeters on heéls and toes. Here
Is a long, slim shoe. What have you
to say about .it?"

ntleman’'s shos evidently ™
that 'ﬁ-’anllemnn' was furtive

maker.' He Is a decelver and a liar,
esir! He can no mors- make a watch
than yon can make a plano. Does my
slgn say ‘shoemaker’ or ‘shoe shop?
No, sir. It reads, ‘cobbler.'™

“But one who calls himself a shos-
maker will put a lIift on a heel or
h on an upper,” WAS pro-
tested.

“'Plg true alas, 'tis true,” he replisd
with a sorrowful shake of the head
“Yen, a shoemajer will take in o palr
of shoea for repalrs, but a carpenter

“A ge
“An
and sly. He 4ld & good deal of walk-

|Ing on his toes. And this shoe? Can

will also try to tune your piano If ¥You read the charagter of the wear-
you ask him to do It a8 the shoe-ler;
maker use the art that a cobbler doea? ‘Tt somehow has a bull-dogglish
Does he think of ony? Does he|look

harm: i
weave and blend and follow mnature “Oh. you see It, do you'! Well, that

until one cannot tell the new from |shoe was worn by a prize fighter. And

the old? Was he born to the profes-|®0 it goes, and a0 it goes. Here s a

sion, ns artists and poets are born™ woman's shoe. What does it tell
“Do you hold that cobbling Is a pro- | you™

feasion ™' [ should say that she was slip-
“Just as much as sculpture or land- | shod. ”

scape painting. 1 take just as much And you'd be wrong about it. TIt's

pride in making an old shoe look like Yanity that alls her, and that alls

A new one when It leaves my stndio!ﬂiﬂ!-tenth! of the sex. This woman
as the poet does in having his verses  CUght to wear half a size lnrger and
rhyme. Here Is a pair of old shoes| fhe knows it. but wvanity prevents.
that was fizshed out of a garbage bar-| She thrusts her feet into shoes that
rel.  Behold them!” | cramp—that glve her corns—that re-

“But you sursly cannot fix them up sult iIn fbﬁﬂﬂrlnu toe nalls. The
0 lhat they will do service agaln™ | Wearer of this shoe lmped and hob-
said the interviewer, bled and suffered. She was worse off

“Thers are holes than & man with a boil on his neck.
holes worn through Her feet palined her until she cuffed
heeis mre run over. The tongues are | her children and called her hus-
gone. They have been worn for a band names. And when she replaces
ear and then consigned to the dump. | these half-worn shoes with a new
uch is the improvidence of most of |PAIr she made an idlot of herself right

our people.* ovet.
» “And they do it for wvanity?™ was

in the toes, and
the soles. The

“But you dﬂ‘l;l't m;ﬁl‘l o u{ t%?l ¢
you can make them ceable | a8ked,
again™ 'V' What else? They want their feot to

look small, and not one female In n
hundred will buy the shoe sha ought
to wear until she Is past fifty. It is
then too late.

“How too late?"

“Her feet have heen crippled. and

“Young man, como In here three
daya hence and 1 will show you what
the art and skill of n born cobbler
has done with this pair of old shoes.
They will not only glve the owner
months and months of wear, but thera
shall be a song In his heart over the
looks of them. None hut a worker in
leather can tell that they are not
new and the cost wjll ba only 80 cents.
I can say to you In advance that each
shoe will he a delight and a dream.
I cannot get at them before tomor-
row, but I wish I could.”™
“Do the people of this country
throw away their old shoes too soon?
was asked.
*“My dear sir, milllons and milllons
of dollars worth of shoe leather Is|
thrown away every year. The money |
could be raved and put into mmethingi
else If thers were a thousand more
cobblers llke me to make old shoes
look like new. Al the pity of It—the
11544
He took the plece of sole-leather
from the pall and hammered It for
a couple of minutes 10 close up the
pores and give it a better lasting qual-
ity. and then said:
i *“l1 have oftan wondered how they do
L

“To what do you tnrar‘.'"

“You are a man of sedentary habita
You sit a great deal—you walk very
little. You are not a bookkeeper, and
¥et you write.”

“A very good guess,” was replled
“It was no guesa at all, sir. Your
shoe gave you away at a glance.”

|

I

“But how.” |
“You run your heels over on the
inside. It is seldom that a man ex-

cept a writer does that. I figure that
r’:;_u mib your heels together as you
st

“Granted.”
“Whereas, a lawyer runs his heels
over on the outside. He not only sita
with one foot curled wup und;r his
chair, but as he stands he weaves to
right and left & bit. The doctor is
about the only man that preserves a
level heel. 1 don't have one for a
customer once In six months IHere Is a
shoe with a“hole wore through the
sole on the ball of the foot. while
the rest of the shoe is in good re-
palr., What kind of o man does it
belong 107
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she is in the hands of the chiropodist
for keeps*
“But aren’'t there some men just as

sill

-

e
fow, yes. but mostly young men,
and they come to thelr msenses after
hobbling about for a year or ao. Yonu
talk about the study of human nature
in this place or that. but vou shousl

“T can't tell™
*To an impatient, impetuous man, elp
—perhaps a saleaman. He must eatch
a train in the morning and at night
He is always in a hurry. He Is al-

begin in a cobbler shop. You shounin
begin to study I¥ through the feet, in-
stead of the face. he face In made
l? deoeive, but the feet tell a true
story.”

the swish of a wing. It is a vulture—
two—three—four of them—hovering
above ‘him. They are ths advance
guard of a score—of half a hundred—
coming from every com pelnl.:
Grim messengers! Fateful warning!
They never come unless the Dbreeze
has brought them the scent of a.%t:;.
When a brave man realizes that
death is Inevitable, he girds up his
loins to die as mes & man. The
chill which has virculated through his
bloed disappears—his heart grows
ha and firm—hils nerves cease fto
thfob and twiteh, and become like the
strings of a harp In tune. The wings
of dealh are fanning the bronzed face
of this man as he peers about him to
see from which point a bullet Wil

coms firat, but he is not afrald. He
must die but he will not go alone.
Crack! Crack! C k! e deadly

Red-hot bullets

streak of blue smoke curling bahind
him. e jumped up and grabded his
coattails, and willing hands helped him
to rub out the fire In the eloth, which
comng from plpe or cigar.

“Didn’'t I tell ye!" said the long-bodied
man as he looked around the car, *
can smell burnin’ rags half a mile o

The victim was working for the rear
door, and two voung ladles wera “titter-
Ing." but Before he could t out the
fire smeller hit him agaln with:

“Smells ke a plece of old hoss blanket,
and It's a wonder you sat right thers

and never discoversd anything. Phew!
what an odor! Wuss than hog’s bristles
burnin® on the Kkitchen steve. Young

AN, yOu—
But the young man wasn't there,

He Got His Dollar.

lowed cheer and ¢ rifles are at work.

quarry has beneu :ﬂ:"do:?':i lmiburn the dry grass on the crest— d-\ strapping g:\m umnl in tha Hris
%}m the wtil}.l whet thelr fingers in his fl‘;'ui the hlurs:“whlcn pr\-a; u‘;‘ogz ';‘}%‘&R.w’hls‘tﬂm_ ey um:l.v:

s the hunter s ten minu

behind the body of hﬁ"““ﬁ}::. d°.',':" from the man who is dying game. An | Scythe-stones In a bundle in hls ﬂ{hl
strikes his breast In anger to quiet hig!Indian rolis over to quiver and| hand, and a “’“""kd'”k In & box in his
jumping heart. which has never been |Stretch and die: a second screams ouc | left. As hie was looking around the wait-
-g wm:’mglsrln before In face of danger, |as a bullat cripples him ll’m' uﬂ;,: l. il:‘l m‘l: h;mlr:" ;;::n.hm. he l‘:l;lti
the end begins. The Indlans, dismounc|third hardly moves a muscle as a bul- aiad vt to o Suskity m.; K.

from thelr ponles which could not have
covered another mile, and circle about

the knoll until the Investment 18 com- | have
lete. Hardy as they are the long ride | whence they came. It w
told on them, and they must walt &

let finds his brain.
is over at last, and the llving
departed toward the sunset
as nine to one

two bodies in

It

nd they have burled

about thirty-five years old, whom
one would have spotted as a fakir,
asked:

’ and

ed
“Don't you travel around with a tooth-

the d ravine over there, but they | powder?”

will r:’tum to their lod with the,6 ‘*No. sir,” was the sbarp reply.

rifie and scalp of & white man, and| “Wasn't Jou up in Elizabeth last fan™
in their dances they will boast loud "No, sir!

and long of thelr achlevement ere

blood spots on the grass, but the
:r:lm will lick them clean and gnaw

He Smelled Fire.

:

“Yes, you was, and I'll bet on t. Tou

ars the same durned feller and I know

e
roots eal before sunrise! “Sir. what does mean!” demanded
aeate. Gn the crest of "the Will is &|the oiher I“’" e
o & —m =| *“It means that
bered—hut ﬁ“’:ﬁ: only be a _skeleton| f3)] and bought .mmh lllnbclh“::n
when the sun goes dow a.  The vul-| rowder. You chan » and durn
tures are nlum‘l: 'thh:n. lnd'ml::rgl: my hide if you didn’t
%’““mm fully hige the last retlc| ®Sigoy.~ dollar!™
of the tragedy. *“No use, old feller! I knowed the
minit I got eyes on ye. Same big dia-

T
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